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PART I.
On this June morning there Is peace in the

land.
The Indian agent at Fort Bliss reserva-

tion is congratulating himself on the meek
and humble demeanor of the 3.000 subjects
under his care, and today his monthly re-

port will announce that the war fever.which
seized upon some of the bucks a week or so

ago, has entirely vanished. Even "Bald-
Faced Charley," a subchief. and the worst
of the lot, has settled himself down to be
"a good boy."
At 6 o'clock in the morning Sergeant Yates

rode out of Fort Bliss with seven troopers
to repair the bridge at Devil's Run. Fif-
teen miles to the west Devil's Run cuts
across the military road, as it comes up
from the Union Pacific railroad. It is a

mountain torrent rushing through the rocky
gorge, twenty feet wide, and the spot is wild
and lonely.
At 9:.t o'clock, after guard mount, and

before the men are ordered out for forenoon
drill, Lieut. Day and Miss Phelps canter
out of the fort for a ride across the country
to the west. The officer is one of the three
or four unmarried men at the post; Miss
Phelps is Major Haliday's niece, here on r,

three mcnths' visit from the east. It is &

beautiful morning, and so full of the baln
of peace that the sick men in the hospita.
feel the -ffects of it like r tonic.
At 11 o'clock the soldier telegraph opera-

tor at the post, who Is smoking his pipe and
looking out of the window at a troop drill,
catches a sharp and sudden call, and five
mlnutes later he hurries to the office of the
adjutant with a telegram from the Indian
agent, which reads:
"Bald-Faced Charley and fifty fighting

bucks jumped the reservation last night and
headed for Little Valley!"
So, while congratulating himself on the

humble attitude of his charges, a war party
had slipped off under cover of darkness, and
had doubtless found their first victim be-
fore he was out of bed. So Sergeant Yates
and his seven men had departed for the
exact spot where the Indians would seek to
cross the military road to fall upon the half-
dozen settlers In Little Valley. And so, rid-
ing forth across the plains toward the
green-w-overed foot-hills, Lieut. Day and
Miss Phelps were liable to ride into an am-
bush within ten miles of the fort The signs
which signinied peace were base deception.
Ten minutes after that dispatch was re-
ceiveei Fort Bliss was in a state of turmoil.
Under cover of darkness the renegade In-

dians rade straight for Little Valley. thirty
miles from the agency, and about the same
distance from the fort. They had six hours
befor' daylight, and mt ant to fall upon the
settlers in the early morning. After mid-
night a for came or which reduced progress
and final!y cheeked it altogether. It thus
happenet that daylight found the war party
still to the* north of the military road, and
they <iA not propose to cross it until night
came again. The bulk of them went into
camp f.,r the day. hu scouts were sent out
in ever,, irection to pick up information.
Two of h'-se scouts, frcm their positien on
the cr of a ridge, saw the two riders as
they camne loping over the plains. A signal
brought ,v.o more scouts to their assist-
ance. Then the four, mounted on their fleet
poam,' made a hasty run of a mile, and
enlere a .iry ravine and waited. Ten min-
'Ites afer their arrival the riders passed
them. h *'ad-e almost direct for the Indian
camp. a-! with the four warriors in their
rear. The pair were cut off. and as good as
captur f. For a mile or more they Xde on
in ignora-e of the situation- Then, as they
airew r- in on the crest 1f a ridge to breathe
their h-r-. the orii, r looked back and

*

"Never mind me!" he sternly cried.

noted the four Indians following. There
were p!-.nty of redskins riding about every
day in the week, but even the way these
"suhects" ,at their ponies was proof to
him that they were renegades and meant
misc-hi, f. He was armed with a revolver
alone. To the right were the fcot-hills-to
the left the military road. This road was
live miles away. If they could reach it they
might run upon the daily mail coach or
some freighters, or. by extending the gal-
lot', reach Devii's Run and the working
party.
"You see those Indians, Miss Phelps*"

quietly asked the officer. as he pointe:l
to the redskins agvancing at a walk.

"Yes."
"They doubtless belong to a war party

wi ich has broken loose from the reserva-
tion. The military road is off this way.
We must ride for it. Get a firm seat in
your sadle and give your horse the rein
and stop for nothing. I shall follow close
behind. but neier mind me. If you are
alcne when you reach the road turn to the
left and keep on until you reach the Run."
"Do0 you mean it?" she said, as the color

died oust of her face and her lip trem-
bled.
"Every word of it, my dear friend. Be

a brave girl and do as I tell you. Our
horses ale still fresh, and please God we
may keep our distance. Ready now. We
shall htave a good hal: mile the start."
"But you-you--- "

"Never mind me." he sternly commanded.
"I shall follow after, hut you must pay
no attention.. Remember-turn to the left
when you strike the road. Give your
house his head and trust him to find his
way. Now you are off!"
"Ki! YI! YI!" came the yells of the In-

dians as the two riders .started off, and
then the race began. For the first mile
it was an even race. Then the Indians
began to gain, Inch by inch, and as they
did so the officer began to drop back. The
girl was riding with a firm seat and her
horse was picking his own route. The
Indians continued their yelling, but as
they crept nearer arnd nearer the reports
of their rifles were added. As a bullet
sang over her head Miss Phelps looked
back with a white, scared face, but the
offk'er smiled at her and motioned for her
to pay no attention. "Bhere came a sec-
ond. a third and a fourth. Then the lieu-
ternant felt a sudden pain in his right
shouldier-a sensation as if a hot iron had
touched the flesh, and he changed the
reir.s to his left hand and muttered to
himsel f:
"That's a bullet through the shoulder,

but they can't do as well again!"
It was wild shooting on the part of the

pursuers, but they were counting on luck.
Although they had gained somewhat in
the race the long-legged cavalry horses
had time advantage in climbing the ridges
and were still in good wind. They were
certain to reach the military road first,
barring accident. Bullet after bullet went
flying after the fegitives, and when the
road wa; only a mile away the officer sud-
denly lifted in his saddle agaIn. A bullet
had 'struck him in the left hip. The In-
dians knew that he was hit again and yell-
ed in triumph. The girl looked back, andthe oficer closed up the distance and shout-
ed to her through his clinched teeth:
"We are close upon the road now! Be

sure and turn to the lert!"
Dlown the slope of a ridge as steep asg house roof thundered the ridqrs into the

Righway, and after them came the red-
ekins. A turn to the left, and then, riding
side by side, the officer and the girl used
the spurs for the first time and began
to draw quickly away. The race was
lost to the pursuers, and In their rage
they fired their Winchuesters as fast as they
could pull the trigger. Pinga! Ping! Ping!sang the bullets. One of thena grazed the
lady's hat-another passed through her
riding skirt-a third struck the officer in
the calf of the right leg.
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"Are you hit?" he asked, as he turned to
her.
"No-are you?'
"Only grazed, I think. It can't be over

two miles to the run, and the Indians will
soon give up the chase. Hello-what's
this!"
Half an hour previously one of the cer-

geant's party at Devil's Run had climbed
a high hill to examine some growing tim-
ber, which might be used- for the bridge.Looking away to the cast he had seen theofficer and the lady as they galloped fortheir lives, and he had no sooner giventhe alarm than the sergeant ordered every
man to saddle up. It took ten minutes toget started, but they rode fast and werein time. As they met the fulitives theydrew aside and let them pass and then fell
upon the four Indians and wiped three ofthenq off the face of the earth. The fourthabandoned his pony and escaped up a re-vine. When the sergeant rode back Insearch of his officer and the lady he foundthem In his camp at Devil's Run. Thelieutenant was lying on the ground, andMiss Phelps was near by, crying and wring-ing her hands and calling for help."What's up. mum?" called the sergeant,as be rode up and dismounted."He Ib dead-don't you see he In dead?"she wailed in reply."Looks like it. Shot in the leg, hip and;houlder! Ye gods, but what pluck to hangon as he did! No, he isn't dead! Here,Wilkins, get some water, and you, Green,

"He In dead-"

help me to cut his clothes nff and dressthese hurts. Grant. you lead the lady
away a bit and talk to her till she calmsdown, and the rest of you keep -yo.r .eyes
open for Indians. A band has jumped the
reservation and will try to cross here, and
we may have the whole crowd down on us
at any moment.
The "lady from the east, ' as the soldierscalled her, had never seen a hostile IndianIn her life, and such a crisis as she hadpassed through would have weakened the

nerves of almost any man. She pulled her-self together In a few minutes. however,and as she reached the side of -he woundedofficer to offer as.sistance he opened his
eyes and looked about him and asked:
"What is It, sergeant-what -has hap-pened?"
"You got a run from the Indians, sir, andyou are wounded In three places. I'm

patching you up. lieutenant, and in fiveminutes I'll send a man to the fort for theambulance."
"And Miss Phelps?"
"Unhurt, and here to answer for herself,sir."
"Thank God for that!"
A few minutes later, while the bluff but

good-hearted sergeant and the half-cryinggirl were "patching up" the wounied of-
ficer for h;s ride to the fort, a trooper was
sent off to the fort with a message. Hehad not been gone ten minutes when the
reports of rifles were heard, and in an-
other ten he was back and reporting."Sergeant, the reptiles are in ambush
along the road beside that big dead pine!I caught sight of at least five or six of
them as they fired, and my horse Is hit
and I've a bullet in my leg!""We are cut off, sir!" reported the ser-geant, In turn, to the lieutenant. W

But the officer had fainted from the lossof blood and the pain of his wounds.

PART II.
It was lucky for the honor of the old

-th cavalry that Sergt. Yates had been
sent out in command of that bridge-re-
pairing party. It was lucky for the wound-
ed lieutenant, for "the lady from the east"
and for all concerned except the Indians.
The sergeant was a veteran Indian fighter
and a man of nerve. The little troop had
ccme out with ,only their blankets and
c~oking utensils, expecting to pass only a
night at the Run, and had camped down
close to their work. The position was an
exposed one, and the first move was to
seek a better one. Such a place was at
l'and amon~g the bowiders on the hillside
cverlooking the bridge. Two troopers were
sent up the road a quarter of a mile to
act as videttes, two more down the road to
see if the Indians had reached it on that
side, and as the lieuternant recovered con-
eciousness again the -sergeant saluted and
said:
"We are going to move up among the

rcks, sir. There come the men from be-
low, and it's sire we have the redskins
on both sides of us. No fear about our

stndng'e -of ho-e.Nw os

The ssder Ounsaded andire. e

down Into the bed of the Run to take care
of themselves. All the canteens, coffee
pots and kettles were filled with fresh
water and carried up to the new camp,and without fuss or excitement the entire
party and all their belongings were soon
posted on the hill. With their axes the
men lopped off branches to make a bed
for the *ounded officer, and loose rocks
were piled between the bowiders to makethe position impregnable. When the ser-
geant reported to his officer what he btaddone the latter replied:
"Very well. You have done just the

right thing. I am better now, and til tryto help you out with advice. If the In-
dians attack see that Miss Phelps is well
sheltered. If the reds are above and be-
low we can't expect help. How are themen?"
"All right, sir. Davis Is woun4ed, butntot disabled, and there'll be elgltt of usto hold the place. We can hold It for aweek. If the lady will look after you we'lltake care of the murdering redskins,"
The officer felt his position -keenly,. butIt could not be helped. Such was the painof the wound In the hip that he-was com-pelled to lie at full ler.gth. Had hie beenable to sit up with his back to a rock hisp:stol arm was useless. After her rallythe girl had taken hold in a way to provethat she had plenty of pluck, and she nowannounced her readiness to take charge ofthe helples mane. Do you look for loveand romance here? If so, I must disap-roint you. Miss. Phelp. was, already en-gaged to a young man in her home city,and Lleut. Day had pasmed into cmznarmedbachelor'hood. Her heart was ig w-m.
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"Tnthe threeasides of the nsare," she
revled.
"I do not want to canthe sergeant away.

Go down to him and ask if there are any

Thens of Indiana yet They may cross the

road without athrona us."
In five minutes she returned to report."he sergeant says the Indians ae clos-

Ien from the we t and thd north, and

he exPects a rush within ten minutes. He

hascounted as high as thirty, but believes
the PartyIs much larger."The Indians did not wait ten minutes.They had left men to hold the road above
and below,and they aimed to wie out the
soldiers and then make their dash Into It-

cu Valley and out again before any news

could reach Fort Bliss. There were about

thirty In the rush against the two sides of
the camp most open to attack-nfteen on

a side. At a signal whoop they came tear-

ing up the slope, covered with trees, shrubsand bowllders, and never did red men dis-play more pluck and determination. Thetoldiers opened rekas soon as a stormercould be sighted, and with her face aswhite as the clouds above and her heart In

her mouth, is Phelps reported to the

groaning otheer:

"The men are down on their knees and
bring over the rocks. They do not seem
at all xcited. There-I see an Indian on
the north side-I see two other down
there! How they shriek and yell! One has
leaped the rocks! There comes another,
but the sergeant-"
"And I lying here helpless!" shouted the

ofier. "Is the sergeant down? For Gos
saked tell me what Is happening!"
"No! The sergeant shot one and

brawned the other with his clubbed mus-
ket! The men are cheering, the Indians
have been beaten off!"
Three minutes later the sergeant came

up to salute and report.
"We drove them back, air, and I think we

killed seven or eight, but I've lost two men

killed and third badly wounded."
"Well done, sergeant!" replied the of-

ficer when he could control his voice. "I'm
sorry for the loss, but perhaps the Indians
wil stay licked."
"I'm afraid they won't, sir. I never saw

such devils. I must get back to the men
and look out for another dash. If they
come as they did before we'll have a hard
job of it."
"Is he afraid the Indians will overpower

him?" asked the girl when the sergeant
was gone.
"Yes, if they rush him again. There are

only five men now."
"And if we are captured?"
"We won't l'e!" quietly replied the offizer.

"Put my revolver here at my left hand,
and do you sit down here! If the Indians
carry the camp I shall shoot you and then
put a bullet into my own head!"
"Yes-yes-tmat will be the way!" she

said as she handed him the weapon and
sat down at his elbow. "There they come
again! Yes, you will shoot me first!"
"Are the men cool?" asked the officer, as

the carbines began to 'speak.
"Yes--same as before. There comes the

Indians! I can see one-two-three-God
have mercy on us!"
"Are they Inside?'
"Yes--yes-shoot me!"
"Be quiet! What's the sergeant doing?"
"He's-he's tighting-the men are light-

ing-oh, God, but how they are fighting!"
she shrieked as she hid her face in her
hands.
"And now?" asked the lieutenant, as the

beads of perspiration stood out on his fore-bead and his eyes burned like coals of fire.
"The Indians are down-they have been-riven out-the men are cheering for vic-tory!" she gasped as she leaped up.
"They came again, sir, as I thought they

would," said the sergeant, 'is he came upto report, "but we have beaten them off.
rheir loss is so heavy that they won't try
,t again."
"And about our loss?" asked the offi-

.er.
"Sorry to report, sir, that the men are all

town but Barnes and me."
"What! All dead!"

)V A

Miss Phelms CNlled to Them,

"All dead, sir. The man wounded be
fore was killed in this rush. Barnes has
a scratch or s'o and I've got the same, but
I think the worst is over now. They'll
hang about and do r:ome shooting, but they
won't rush on xs again. If they do, we'llfall back here and-and-"
And die together, he meant, though he

-11d not utter the words. The officer under-
stood and smiled grimly; the girl under-
stood, and in her heart she felt more ad-
mniration for the weather-beaten old aer-

geant than for any other man living.
The Indians did not rush agaIn. They

had lost thirteen in killed and five or six
wounded, and they did not know how great
a loss they had inflicted on the defenders.Their raid into Little Valley mcst be given
up, and they would sneak back to the res-
ervation and become "good Indians" again.
Before going, however, they wanted re-
venge for their dead and waunded. Scat-
tering about, and two or three of themi
limbing trees to get a plunging fire, they
began a desultory fusIllade, and at the endaf a rruarter of an hour Private Barnes
was shot through the head. MIss Phelps
was reporting the tragedy to the lieutenant
when Sergeant Yates came up and saluted
and announced:
"Barnes is gone, sir; but P'll do the best
can alone. I think the devils are a'bout

to give up the fight, but the lady must lie

close or some sharpshooter will pick her

off. Please keep down, miss, Any orders,
lieutenant?"
"None, sergeant. The news of this party

getting away from the reservation must
have been telegraphed the fort, and, no

lloubt troops have been sent out. We

Dught to be hearing from some of them
soon."

"That's it, sir, and I'll go back to the big

bowiders and try and pot the red devils In

the big tree."
After that the fire of the Indians slack-

ened to an occasional shot, and the wound-

ed officer read the sign aright. The die-
comfited redsjcins were making ready to re-

tire. Scarcely ten minutes had gone by
when the reports of carbines were heard'
to the east, followed by cheers, and as the

sergeant cheered and Miss Phelps clapped
her hands, the lieutenant exclaimed:

"Thank God for' that! It Is a detachment
from the fort, looking after us and the

sergeant's party, and we are saved! Listen

to the hoof-beats of the horses!"
"Hooray! Hooray!' It's our boys com-

ing!" shouted -the sergeant, as he swung
his ca'p and danced about.

There was just one more report from a

rifle, but neither the girl nor the officer

gave it any attention. -They were looking10o' the rescuers, and as- the troopers came
in sight on the road -below, Miss Phelps

climbed over the rocks and- called to them.
A captain was In command, and as he
scrambled up thxe hill, followed by a dosen
dismounted men, he reached out for the
hand of the hysterical girl, and shouted:

"Thank God, we have found you alive!

Where Is the leutenant?".

She pointed to .the helpless man on the
bed of boughs, but could not utter a word.

"Elh, old man, did they pot you?' asked

the captain, as he bent over his comrade.

"Yes, got me pretty bad. It was a hot

little flght, but I wras not in It. The ser-
geant, God bless him, deserves all the
credit.. You came just in time. He told
me a moment ago that all his men had

been wiped out."
"God forbid! Where Is Yates?"
"Down that way."
"Yes, I see him kneeling beside the big

rook. Oh, aergeant!'

The ewalke to him and clap-
IIan the shoUlW an said:
Wergeanti G* reh Ad let's

hancds over this13ay has been tell-
how cool and. tp okneeUng an u d over

and the thei t~ain saw that-
he been talking 0 W ead man! The

astbullet fred by a.lidlan had struckim fair in the J was what the
armyfolks call * ut at Devil's

Run."
(The411"

AWAK AGAIN A5M'IU 24 TAna .

Mr. MeClelland Kuf'y' Row Rip Van
Wilkle velt Wbga e Woke Up.

From the Pittsburg DispaqelV
The village of Gray4vll9i.has developed a

strange case as vieWeil from a medical
standpoint-that of a manb who had lain
upon his bed for twenty-four years, dur-ing a great part of which time he was
blind and speechless, and sometimes una-
ble to hear, but can now walk about with
the aid of crutches, and his eyesight, voice
and hearing all restored. This man is Asa
McClelland. He was a soldier in the late
war, being a member of Company C, 18th
Pennsylvania Cavalry, and will be remem-
bered by many of his old comrades.
In the early part of the '0s he was taken

Ill and became bedfast. He lost the use of
his body, and finally sank into a half-con-scious state, during which he lost both eye-sight and power to speak, and for a time
could not hear. Some time before his ill-
ness his mind became temporarily affected,and he attempted to take his life by shoot-ing. The ball struck him near the base ofthe brain, but failed to penetrate the skull.But little injury was done, apparently, bythe wound, and he weuit about for several
months afterward. After he became ill
his case baffled the aid of physicians.Much of the time he would lie upon hisbed with his head and entire body undercovers. He would show no sign of recogni-tion, and his food was frequently pushedunder the covers within his reach, and thushe ate enough to sustain life. This lastedduring a period of twenty-four years. Af-ter the first few years old acquaintancesceased their visits, and he almost droppedout of their remembrance. He now relatesthe following strange story:A short tme ago he felt strength sudden-ly return to his body, and had an impulseto rise. He tried to do so and found thathe could get -up. About the same time hefound his eyesight restored. He had notuttered a sound for years, but the thoughtoccurred to him to speak, and he found hisvoice restored.
His first attempt to walk was by restinghis hands upon the back of a chair andpushing it along, but he now uses crutches.He had forgotten many words, and those

were taught him just as a little child isinstructed. In the same way he was taughtto read again. Everything was new tohim. He, however, remembered the namesand faces of former acquaintances. An oldacquaintance who had not seen him for
many years met him at the store at Grays-ville, and was quickly recognized by Mc-Clelland. The latter refers to the period ofhis life prior to his illness as one who hasbeen away in another part of the countryfor many years and has just returned. Hespeaks of places about the village as "whenI was here before they looked so and so."He says there were but two or tbree housesin Graysville when he was there then.
Like Rip Van Winkle, he seems to have

awakened from a long dream. He saysthat during his illness he was many timesable to hear what was said, but had not
the.power to whisper even a reply., He has
an interest in a piece of land, and draws a
small pension, and saysbe now Is able to
coqduct his own business.: Mr.. McClellandis fifty-four years old,. and formerly worked
at the painting trade.,

A FABLE OF THE SPARROW.

Man 'Would Beeomiw -More Beautiful
In Old Age If He Lived A Natural Life.
From the New York SuIn.
The plain-looking bbtt very intelligent

little Sparrow boving 'madian unusually
early call upon her frienJ, the Man, was
surprised, on antering the room through
the partly closed shtikeern to find him tak-
ing a bath In Wg#rm milk Instead'of water.
"Oh. I beg pardon fdr the Intrusion," said

the Sparrow, t-rrning'ttihily t6'to away.
"Wait," replied the Mae: "don't apolo-

gize; old friends like -s heed not stand on
ceremony; I am always glad to see you.
What can I do for you or tell you this
morning?" .'

"Thank you for ycour kindness." said the
Sparrow. "I caine for a little visit only,
but since my timely arrival has shown me
something new in baths. I hope you won't
mind my asking you why you prefer milk
to water?" '

"I will tell you with pleasure." answered
the Man. 'Um-just look at the housemaid
over the way, the one who destroyed your
nest for you. Do you observe that there is
a faint resemblance between her and the
thin, brown-faced old woman beside her?"
"Ye-e-s, a faint resemblance." answered

the Sparrow, somewhat doubtfully.
"All right. The old woman is the girl'smother-I know her, for she Is my laun-

dress. The thin, haggard mother was npdoubt at one time round and plump and
rosy-eheeked and--well-very like her
daughter is now; but old age is telling on
her rapidly, and she is no longer charmingto the eye. Now, the learned members of
my race have discovered that baths of
warm milk taken at proper Intervals keepthe skin soft and velvety-stay 'the hand oftime for a space, as 1 may say. So I use-the milk bath. Of course, it Is only a make-
shift: I must become like the old woman
eventually, for nature's laws are not to be
ev'aded f-or any length of time, and It is aninexorable law of nature that everythingmust fade and wither as old age comes on.D~o you understand that?"
"No, I do not," replied the Sparrow. "and

If you will pardon the presumption of oneof the lower order of animals, I should like
to ask how It happens that you never saw
either the beauty of well-ripened fruit or
the glorIes of a forest clothed in ripenedfoliage?"

Tiae Fun of Yale Students.
From the New Hiaven Register.
The campus elms these days are placard-

ed with many grotesque advertisements.
The students are selling out their furni-
ture, and here are some of the advertise-
ments:-
"Fine bookcase for sale; has been braced

up after two attacks of nervous prostra-
ticn, and is now all rIght, except for a lIttle
palsy when you try to sleep on the topshelf. Call early and often; must be sold;
no extra charge for palsy."
Another signrreads: "I am V-nderbilt,

therefore I can afford to sell cheap. Books,
chairs, bed, bric-a-brac, everything except

room walls, for sale. All the Latin andGreek authors are conveniently Interlined
with English. Big inducement to fellows
needing easy courses in classics."
Another sign is: "Buy now. A bed that'slike a circus springboard, and will makeyou rise early any day. All you have todo is to hit your heels once against thesheet and up you are. .Aiways thus out ofbed In time If you 4cthe heel act soonenough. The bed is war,th~$29, but has beenmarked down to $4.!i;4or J~his day."
One sign tells the behoigler that there is"A great slaughter sale In .my room, your-self Included, if yougall a~nd don't buy.Six callers killed alreadyd' Business donewith dispatch. No cablegrams answered.Our elevator always runs down. Walk upto No. -, North Midrle. sNot more thanten pieces of furniture sold to any one per-son'. All speculators 11afted~out the second-story window."
A student frankly tells the public throughthe medium of an else tree placard: "Allmy furniture is as gowil asglew,for I wasn'tin my room but twice~this year. My bsooksare not thumb-soiled,' fot I never used

Caught With a Shark.
From The Los Angeles Tilir. n'
A sea lion story comes fi-om San Diego

that is substantiated by the skin of the
lion now at the home of the captor. An
angler on the government jetty at the
harbor mouth baited his hook with a
smelt. The hook was swallowed by a
small leopard shark. A large sea lion
happened by and was attracted by the
furious antics of the captive shark as thefish endeavored to break the line. Thelion paddled up and swallowed the shark
and the murderous hook. The barb ofthe stout hook became firmly implanted in
the vitals of the lion. Then there wasfun for the angler. The line was tied tothe jetty. Several men aided the anglerin playing the lion. For more than an
hour there was a furious fight. The lionresorted to all the cunning known to hiskind to get away, It was useless. Hisstrength was exhausted. The beast wasdrawn to the shore and dispatched with acl=h-

NEW PUBLICATIONI.
A HIBTOBY OF MODURN BANKS OP 11115.

With An Account of the uNmaemi Crises of the
Prsent Century. By Charles A. 0Onant. New
York: 0. P. Putnam's Soam. Washingle:Bobert Bea,

It is rather rematkable that until this
time the world has been without such a
work as this which Mr. Conant has just
presented it with. Legislators and fnan-
ciers have discussed currency questions
from all standpoints through all the ages
since man first inhabited the earth, but not
until now have there been consolidated in
one volume those facts the knowledge of
which Is essential to anything like a com-
preher sive understanding of a subject now
especially interesting. The purpose of Mr.
Conant's excellent product is, as he an-
nounces, historical rather than contro-
versial; he has even "refrained from dis-
cussing the problem of the single or dou-
ble standard, because the rules which gov-
ern a banking currency apply with equal
force, whatever metal constitutes the stan-
dard money of redemption." Mr. Conant
has been most conscientious in the comple-
tion of his self-imposed task. He has been
thorough. He will surely reap the reward
that is Invariably the harvest of the care-
ful and fortunate husbandman. After deep
study. Mr. Conant has reached a conclu-
sion that will not be assailed by brainy
men of experience; a conclusion that logi-
cally suc.ceeds the historical truths he
makes plain: "The currency of a com-
mercial country al-ould be regulated by
commercial conditiors, and not by the
whims of politicians." No real library can
be complete so long as it has not "A His-
tory of Modern Banks of Issue.'

THE PEOPLES AND POLITICS OF THE FAR
EAST. Travels and Studies In the British,
French, Spanish and Portuguese Colonies, Si-
beria. China. Japan. Korea, Slam and Malaya.
By Henry Norman, author of 'The Real Japan."
With Sixty lilustrations and four maps. New
York: Charles Scribner's Sona. Washington:
Brentano's.

There is no better written or more valu-
able volume on the far east than this.
Many travelers have given us the benefit
of their investigations and ideas, lbut none

has yet reached that degree of excellence
achieved by Henry Norman. In the preface
Mr. Norman says: "This book is the result
of nearly four years of travel and study in
the countries and colonies of which it
treats. I have described and discussed no

place that I did not visit, and in every one

I remained long enough, and was fortunate
enough In learning the views and experi-
ences of the local authoritles and best-in-
formed residents, to make sure at any rate
that I was not misled into wrere hasty im-
pressions." No careful reader of the book
but will declare that Mr. Norman is a con-
scientious historian, and clever. From the
moment he commences to deserihe Shang-
hai until-some six hundred pages later-
he casts the horoscope of the far east, he
is Interesting, instructive, thrilling and
amusing. He sketches people and places
with wonderful fidelity to nature, he dis-
courses on politics and the economics of
government with tremendous force, he has
commercial, military and naval details at
his pen's point, he reveals the social life of
strange lands without disregarding the hos-
pitality of h:s entertainers, he prophesies
with power, and so clearly that his rea-
sons for forecasting are all vis'ble to the
average mind: and all these things are
done admirably. A vast quantity of whole-
some truth is attractively set forth with-
out fear or favor-even the statistical state-
ments comoel attention-and there is lib-
eral display of illustrations, most of them
the result of photographs taken by Mr.
Norman. If Mr. Norman had never ren-
dered the reading public any other service
than the writing of this book, he would bea creditor whose claims could not easily be
satisfied. There is, however, other Indebt-
edness. so the possibility of Mr. Norman
ever being anything but a creditor is not
apparent.
LUCIUS Q. C. LAMAR. His Life. Times and

Speeches. By Edward Mayes, LL.ii. Nashville.
Tenn.: Peblishing House of the Methodist
Episcopal Church South.

In Washington, where a close, personal
perspective of the man was possible, no
book of the day has a richer biographi-
cal Interest than the life of the late Jus-
tice Lamar. The work has been done by
his son-in-law, Chancellor Mayes of the
University of Mississippi. not merely as a
tribute of affection, but with a literary
strength and earnestncss which has pro-
duced not only an adequate portrayal of
one of the most picturesque public char-
acters of the times, but also a most in-
teresting panorama of the events of which
he was part. Natuarlly a great portion
of the book is given to the reconstruction
period, during which Mr. Lamar's specialerrand in public life as a counsellor of
peace brought him forth into atbe lightof fame. His eulogy of Charles Sum-
ner, as well as his defense of the nameof Jefferson Davis, and the many speeches
which he made, in Congress and out, in
the effort and hope of promoting the good-
will between the sections and a reunited
levotion to the flag of a common country,
have been edited and appear in full. Anappendix, embracing perhaps one-fourth of
the volume, presents all the more im-
portant speeches of his life, including hisfamous forensic duels with Mr. Blaineand Mr. Conkling.
ABRAHAM LINCOLN. Complete Works, cempris-

iug his Speeches, Letters. State Papers id
Miscellaneous Writings, edited by John G.
Nicolay aitd John Hay. New York: The Cen-
tury Company. Washington: Charles L. Condit.

These two volumes are logically supple-
mnental to 'the Lincoln biography written

by Nicolay and Hay. Herein will be
round every speech and letter of import-
ance ever delivered or written by the mar-
tyr PresIdent, whose greatness grows ap-
preciably as time rolls on. The student
of American history who has not read
this collection of documents will be fatally
Elefectiv'e as to information until the lack

has been supplied.
AT HIAWAIIIDEN WITH MRt. GLADSTONE. and

Other Transatlantie' Experienes. By WIlliami
H. Rtideing. New Yor'k: Thomas Y. Crowell
& Co.

Mr. William H. Rideing. the associate
editor of the North American Review and
of the Youth's Companion, whose charming
little volume of English sketches, entitled
'In the Land of Lorna Doone," was so
favorably received by the press last year.
has followed it up with a similar sheaf
of papers, the outcome of his experiences
of travel and observation In the BritIsh
[slands. The Gladstone sketch is ex-tremely pleasing, but It is by no means
all of the volume. The chapters on "A

Run Ashore at Queenstown," "The Route
of the Wild Irishman," "Quaint ('d Yar-

inouth," "Law, Lawyers and Laws Courts,"

'The House of Commons" and "Old and
l'Tew on the Atiantic," are all very inter-

esting.

THE MYSTEP.Y OF HANDWITING. A Hand-

lamok of Graphology. By J. Harrington Keene
("Grapho"). illustrated. Boston: Lee &

Discusses handwriting as an Index to

character, and does it so that any one who
Is up to the common average of intelli-

gence can understand the science. The

mystery will nevertheless remain. Not-
even Mr. Keene can tell us why there is a
close relationship between a man's auto-

graph and a man's soul. Students will

doubtless find this book helpful; those who
are not students will become interested if
they wilt only start to read .it.
WHAT THEY SAY IN NEW ENGLAND. A Book

of Signs, Sayings and Superstitions. Collected
by Clifton Johnson, aluthor of "The New Eng-band Country." "The Farmer's Boy," &e. Bos-
ton: Lee & Shepard.

Mr. Johnson has here gathered and given
us In the language in which he received
them the odd sayings, rhymes and super-
stitions which are or have been current in
New England. *The volume was begun
with the Idea of collecting for private en-
tertainment the remnants of folk-lore
which are In constant use in many New
England households. 'Not only was the
number found to be remarkable, but, ac-
cording to the compiler, the amount of be-
lief still held in them is astonishing. The
book is unique In style as well as In char-
acter, and will be found of singular interest
to all and of special value to all lovers of
folk-lore.

MEMiORIliB OF HAWAII and .Hawaiian Corre-
spondence. By Julius A. Palmer, Jr., SpecialCorrespondent "Daily Evening Transcript."Boston: Lee & Shepard.

Mr. Palmer endeavored in the 'newspaper
correspondence of which this volume is
built to treat his topics from practically all
standpoints. He cries "Good Lord" and
"Good devil" with equal force, and finally
reaches conclusions that cannot be ac-
cepted by either of the parties. It is an in-

Highat of ae in Leavenmig P%

cation; a succession of unsuccessful efforts
to please everybody.
STORIM BY ENGLISH AUTHORS. Lamnst. New

York: Charles Mrihner's Sow. Wa.hiuton:
Brentano's.

Most of these have bee published sepa-
rately, but that fact cannot injure their
qualities. The contributions are "The In-
considerate Walter." by J. M. Barrie; "The
Black Poodle," by F. Anstey; "That Brute
Simmons." by Arthur Morrison; "A Rose
of the Ghetto." by I. Zangwill; "An Idyl of
London." by Beatrice Harraden; "The Om-
nibus." by Q, and "The Hired Baby," by
Marie CoreliL.
WILL 0' THE WASP. A Sea Yam of the War of

1812. idited by Henry Lawrence, U.S.N., and
Ncw Brought Before the Public for the FirstTime by Itljert Cumeson Rogers. New York:0. P. Putnam's Sons. Washington: Robert
Beall.

One of the best sea stories that has been
told for years. Such a story as boys love
to read and become enthusiastic over. A
stcry of American valor, and British valor,
too, in which the spirit of fighting Ameri-
canism is cleverly sustained. Healthy
throughout.
IJNCOLN'S CAMPAIGN: Or. The Politial Revo-

lution of 114M. By Osb'.rn H. Oldmoyd. author
of "A Soldier's Story of the Siege of Vicks-
burg." Profusely Illustrated. Chicago: Laird
& Lee.

This is the season for campaign litera-
ture. And as there appear to be several
people who are careless as to current docu-
ments this may prove to be the season for
campaign literature which is twenty-six
years old. Cart. Oldroyd has gathered to-
gether a great deal of interesting historical
material and now presents it in book form.
Campaign speeches, campaign songs and
campaign cartoons are in the aggregation,which ought to sell like the proverbial "hot
cakes."

SUNRISE STORIES. A Glance at the Literature of
Japan. By Itoger Itiordan and Tozo Takaya-nagi. New York: Charies Seribner's sos.
Washington: Brentano's.

"The reader must not expect to find here
much solid instruction." say the authors
in the introduction. "The true inwardness
of Shinto. the nature of Nirvana, the im-
port of the irruption of Japin into the
charmed circle of Aryan Interests. such
problems as these must be left to others
better able to cope with them. We have
to deal more with fancy than with fact.
with the brilliant and amusing sur'a-e, all
foam and glitter. rather than with what
may lie below, whether weeds or pearls."
Amusing, odd and horrifying legend is here
in plenty.
TRACK ATHILTI(S IN DETA1I.. 'omplied by the

Editor of "Inte-rschdabtid& SJi1rt" in "Hlarper'sIttuni Tal.le." luitrated froma InstantaneousPhoto-zraihss. Nw Y',rk: Harper & Brothers.W-IShingtO: Win. Ballantyn & Sn.
A very large majority of Americans who

reside in or near large cities are or want to
be in the athletic cvass. Those who are
naturally fitted for track athleties, but who
have no competent instructors. will find
this book a true guie."'te information Is
set forth with brevity and clearness and in
a pleasingly popular way.
MARIA MITCHEI.L. Life [.etters ind Journals.Complied bY Phelb NfItimll Ke.ndall. Illus-

trated. Boston: Lee & Shepard.
A welcome memorial to a woman whose

greatness has- been established beyond
cavil. As an astronomer she took place in
the front rank, and so marked was her
ability that the American Academy of Arts
and Sciences admitted her to membership-the only time such an honor was ever -on-
ferred upon a woman. There is inspirationfor aspiring womanhood in the pages of
this volume.

STORIES BY ENGLISH AUTIOI.S. Franeo. New
York: hiarles Sribner's S s. Washington:Brentaoi't.

Here are "A Lodging for the Night," by
Robert Louis Stevenson; "A Leaf in the
Storm," by Ouida: "A Terribly Strange
Bed," by Vilkie Colins; "Michel Lorio's
Cross," by Hesba Stretton, and "A Perilous
Amour," by Stanley J. Weyman.
THE FACTS OF IF.E. (Ia Faits d, In Vie.)Idiom tiealV DescihAd asd S.stemlatially Ar-

raug--d. Ft'rning a Comuplete iti-tio-narv of the
Objective langua-e.Part 1: Home life--Thechtool-Traviing Plants. Pr Vitlor itezis.Dire-tor of the xoriafit s'eht.l of Laenguages.Bostot. Mas.,- and loward Swan. Dfire"tor ofthle Centrail S-hoi', of Fore.ign Toiues. len.
New York: Charles Seritmer's Sons. Washing-ton: Brentano's.

PETTINGILL & "O.'S NFWSPAPFR DIRECE iRy.I Nw. Fourlt FAntion. A 'a"refull. SelectedList of leReresentative Newspapers Publish'd
in the Unpite"l Sta te. Terriltrite at Diomtinionlof Catada, wita th.fr 11ate of Eitaijsheent.Fregt.neeey of Issue. 'TsSlt.etion. Polities an.d4irrulati.n. and P1opuebeltin of the 41iis andToiwns in which they are Puleisihed. C'nintles,County Seats, &c. Boston: Iettingill & C,.

CONE OFi THE PPA)PLE. Life an4 .5pa-'. of WiI-liame McKinley. Enmbratcing a Comeple.te Repoirtof the P'roceedings of the St. Iscuis Coneventionto "hiche Is aiddedl a Brief S'ketch of Garret A.Hlobart, candidate for Vlce Pes~ient. Byt ev-ron Andrews. nthoer of "N'otes on the itussio-Turkish War." "Life of Johin A. Logan,' &c.Chicago: F. Tennyson Neely.
SOCIL MEANINGS OF RtELI~Ct ENP'ElH-ENCESBy,~ George B. Hie'on. A Cournse ofLeture-Sermnona prepaer.ed for thte itettleen,tSe'hool of Social Economitc's, helde by P'r'f. (ira-htnm Taylor, D.D.. sat 4 hicagot Comminos.Ague2.2-2tt. ISIN: afterwaird given in the sawmeutCongregatio-eal Cheurch. Boston. New York-Thomas Y. Crowvell & Co.

AMERI('A AND EUlsOPF: A Stud'y of InternaltionalRtelations. L. 'The tnitedt Statte, anti G1sntiBritain. by [David A. Wenls. iH. The 31' nn'eDoctrine, bty Edet:ard J. l'helps. lii. Ariltra-
tion in It-te: nath'inal Disputes. by- ('arI 5,eburz.New York: 4. P. P'utnamn's Sons. W~ashingaon.

THlE MARTFER CRAFTSMAN. A Novel. By SirWalter liesant, author of "All1 Sorts and Cmn-dltio'ns of Ment,""'lren 'of Gibeon,"' "Ar-mierel of Layone.se."- Iteyondi the Direames ofAvarice." &c. With P'ortrailt. New York:Frederick A. Stokes Cjo. Washington: Bren-tano's.

"CUSHING" BOILED DOWN. An A. B. C. Guileto P'arliameentary law. Based on the HlightestAuthorities and Adiapted ti G.enerael Is,. BytF. M'. Payne, anther of "htu,.iness Educastor.""Law at a Glance," &c. New York: EscelsiorPublishing House.

GOLD) OR SILVER? A Political Ecoonmy. Mono-metalilism, Blimetallisme. ete.. Dletined and Ex-plained. Statistics fromt Which to Ludge Caus's

Passing a ba

-r,-Latest U.& Gov't Repon

Baking
Powder
and mets. Mares A. Miller With Peofthe New Tork: F. Teen) -a

FROM WHOM BOURNEI. By RBabert Barr. authorOf -in the MMAt of Alarns." "'ifte Face andthe Mask." "A Woos Interves.'' &. Ulstrated by FM K. Gr'egory. New York: Fred-ertek A. Stokes . WasLhltrt: A. Liener.
THE t.DER SIE OF THINGS. A Novel. ByLiltan Bell. author of 'T1e Love Afairs of anOld Maid." "A Uttle Sh'ter to the Wildernm.-."&c. New Yort- liarper & Brothers. Wash-ingtom: William Ballantyne & .ans.
DAIRtEN. A Novel. Fy Frank Prankfart NMon-author of "I the llaans." "Sale of a

ou.',*, *They Call It L *ve,""*b'yllhi eof 'hii-istia," etc. New Vo:k: R. F. Fewnio & Co.Washingte: Woodward & Lethrop.
LVE GONE ASTRAY. By Albert Rosa. author of.Ont of Wedlock." "An 4riginal sinner."Thian Shalt Not." "W I'm Single '-YoungPaweett' Matoe." &c. YewVork: G. W. li.ligha.. Washingteg, Brntabno'S.
GOLf) AND SIIXEIt C4.INAGE T'N)ER TIE (Nex-STIT'TION. Lawe Enacted Thereon by 'onigreaftam the Organizstion of the Federal Goeera-amt TO the I'resent Tine. CQi(Vgo: Un. MWally & Co.

GINfllE'S HAPPINESS. By "Gyp." author of'bigan's Marriage." "An Inataatton." ew.Translated 1-y ialph Isereclk-f. New York: it.F. Peana & U0. Washington: Woottward AcLthropW
A VEVErIAN JINE. By Anna Fuller. author ofI rutt l'ortraits," "-A Literary C'ourtship "-

etc. Iluastratet Iby George Sloane. New YVorG. P. I'utnam's Sons. Washingtin: tobertIleall.

OIIMERftAI. RELATIONS OF THE U'N1EI)STAT0M WITH FOKEIGN 0i'NTitlEK tioringthe Vears 8te44 %ad 10G. In Two Yolusn": 'oLIL. Washrngton: Goternment Printing 0,e.
AN AMIBITIEUS MAN. By Ella Wheeler Wilox.nutll r of "Itr icaI .lMthe-r 4i;4.'." --I-..,of Poaseon.""Inas of I'leasure," 0-t.. Chi-cago: E. A. Weeks & Co.

HONSR ORMTIIWAI'lE. A Novel. By the autlerof "Lady Jean's Vagaries." New York: liar-
ger & Brothers. Washingtmon: Williana Itallan-
tyne & Suns.

AT WFAJ'IEY. 14gendi for litIW. Pu.llshedfor the Sentor 4 'laas of Wellesley col i-ge. NewVor'I: G. P. Putnam's 'ons. Washington:Robert B.-all.
BLIND IEAtIEItS OF THE BIINte. The lt.'naie

of a limid LawNvyer. Ity Janue- iU. ock.-. )l.l*..author of HIlygotAlai,'' etc. Boston: Lee &Shegard.
THE Q'ICKKANIO OF PA'IOLUS. A Novel. BvIorae Annebley 'a-hll. New York: Ie.royiolt & Co. W#ashington: Wgu. Ballantyne &

Sons.

JERtRY TIE DREAMER. A No-v1. Bys WillPayne. New Yart: fl:lrer & Etruther. Wash-ingi on: Williarn Ballantyne & Sow.
TIlE VANISIIE) EMPFIIEItR. Ity P,-ry.'rydre'a*,author of "stanhope of C'hster," e. 4-1.1-

cago: I' nd. Mcl'Nally & Co.

THE FINING OF i T' WI1. Ily Alfrl 41:ark.New Yefrk: -rederiek A. 2ok.-s Co. WasI.iug-ton: Wuodwurd & ,lAthresp.
BAR HAtBOltR. By F. Marion 'rsmf,.rd. Iius-

trated by 4'. S. IteInhart. N-e% York: 4'iarlesSerilbaer' Sons. \ashington: Brentaio'i.
THE WOR&tK 40F MAX B1Et14011M. New York:

Charles Scribn:-r's Sons. Washington: Breit-

SOME CiRREsPftNENe: ANiD sIN nt#NYltsA.
TION. Bj C4e FiLch. Ney 1Vwk: Stone &

THE IFASRW Wily. A Story of Fact and '1etite.By Er.st E. iusell. New York: Ernest I.LiusselU.
CliECKFtlt. A Ttild 't- St.wry. By Henry M.Blonwu, Jr. Chicago:' Heri-ert F. Is'.ne & Co.

PROSE FANCIES. Sonod Series. Bv Ri'hard Ie
Gallienne. Chicage: Herbert S. ttoue & co.

No. I of vol. 1 of Ex-Libris has made Its
appearance. It is a quarterly, and is de-
voted to the Interests of collectors of book-
plates, mainly Amerlean. The number
opens with a salutatory by the president of
the society. Mr. Pickering Dodge, in which
the purpases of the publication are set
forth, and among the very interesting con-
tents are papers on the bookplates of
Samuel Chase of Maryland; John Leach of
Boston; a good description of the collection
of bookplates belonging to Mr. W. A. But-
terfield of Boston; a paper on the plate of
Gen. Washington Johnston of Vincennes.
Ind., by Mr. John T. Loomis of this city.
and an article on t1e bookplates of
the Paulding family. whose ancestor was
cne of the captors of Major Andre, and who
have taken a fac simile of the famous
Captors' Medal as well worthy of a placein their books. Mr. Charles Dexter Allen
makes an urgent plea for small collections;Mr. W. H. Shir-Cliff of this city contributes
a poem on the many specimens of Paul
Revere's work in his collection, and-most
important of all in the eyes of the collec-tor-Mr. Henry Blackwell of New York be-
gins the publication of a Chock List of
American Bookplates which It is hoped
will include ail American pltates up to the
year 1S740. The reproductions of portraits
and bookplates given in the magazine are
especially worthy of note and commenda-
tion. The make-up and printing of the
magazine are all that could be desred, and
reflect great credit on the printer. Mr. IR.
L. McQueen of this city.
The headquarters of the society are at

No. 1424 F street, where copies of the
journal may be obtained.

Rar~d to Tenl Apar-t.
From the Chiengo News.
She Is a very affable woman, and she

would invariably say the right thing at the
r'ght place if' she were not nearsighted.

"I see." she saId. as she entered the
drawIng room of her friend, "that you
have caught the annual crase."
"To what do you refer?"
"The rage for chrysanthemnums. And

that one which you have tossed so careless-
ly into the corner is one of the biggest and
moat beautiful I ev'er saw. What an ex-
quisitely odd c'olori'"
"Yes." was the reply, "it's heautiful, andI prize It very highly. Only It Isn't achrysantthemuma. It's my skye terrier tak-e

ing a aap."

Se"oyou know anythIng worse than.amntaking a kiss without asking for it?w
He-"I do."
"What, for lnstane?"
"Asking for it without taking It."

5-H.-~


